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Summary: 


A message from Lucas interrupts Eleven's soap opera. 


television static 


Eleven kicks their legs across the mattress, more daydreaming than 
focusing on As The World Turns, their seventh favorite soap opera. 
Despite good weather, the connection is staticky and unclear. 


They debate giving up on the episode completely when a familiar 
voice breaks through the static. 


"Eleven," Lucas says, "Do you read me?" 


They jump back, startled. Mike's broadcasts they know, but none of 
those ever reached their television. 


"Eleven," he repeats, "This is Lucas. Do you read me?" 


They scramble to the scratchy old tv set and tune the unit to static, 
slapping their hands over their eyes to find Lucas. 


As they descend into the darkness, they see him in an unfamiliar 
bedroom, presumably his, talking into a bulky walkie talkie. 


His voice echoes in the empty blackness, uncertain. "This is stupid. 
I'm picking up Mike's dumb ideas. I know you probably aren't 
listening." He sighs. "Mike and Dustin are pretty convinced you're still 
out there, but... I'm not sure. I know you're stronger than the rest of 
us, but how long can anyone survive in the Upside Down, even you?" 
He laughs at himself, scratches at his neck. "What a great message. 
'Hi, Eleven, I'm pretty sure you're dead.' Whatever. I miss you. That's 
what you're supposed to say, right? I do. I- it's weird. You're this 
weird black hole in all our lives, that no one ever looks at or talks 
about, but the effects are everywhere." 


Eleven sits next to him on the bed, and he looks down, watching the 
mattress shift ever so slightly. He squints for a moment, then shrugs 
it off. 


"My dad and I always used to go out to Benny's on Sunday 
afternoons, just the two of us. Now we just eat at the cafe in town, 
and my stupid sister always tags along. One of the hallways at school 


is still closed down. They say it's 'structural instability." His first two 
fingers scratch at the air for a moment in a strange gesture. "They just 
keep mashing puzzle pieces into the story that don't fit right. And you 
can't say they don't fit right, and no one seems to notice even when 
it's painfully obvious." 


Eleven itches to hug him, to say something back, to let him know 
they're listening, but caution stays them. 


"It's weird. One week, we're normal kids. The next, we're staring 
down a monster. And then the week after that, we're just supposed to 
go back to caring about science tests and video games like nothing 
ever happened." He collapses backwards onto the bed, bouncing Fl. 
"I'm just trying to stay tough. I wish you were here to stay tough with 
me," he laughs, "and maybe blow up my math teacher." 


A child's voice echoes faintly into the dark place. Eleven startles and 
Lucas groans. 


"That's my sister. I should go." He rolls his eyes. "Thanks for listening, 
El." 


He shuts the radio off and gets up, disappearing into smoke. El 
watches him fade and then opens their eyes. 


They switch the television off and collapse on their own bed, a mirror 
to Lucas. 


It's hard to be tough alone. 


